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Oct. 23 Motored Leo Pavia down to Brighton. He told me
Friday. his smoked salmon story,, of which I never tire.
Old Mr Siiverstone, a rich merchant, was accustomed
on leaving his house in the morning to bestow upon his poor
co-religionists assembled outside various sums of money. One
morning Mr S., being in an especially good humour, presented
a particularly seedy schnorrer with a half-sovereign. At eleven
o'clock the same morning, going into Sweeting's to eat a small
plate of smoked salmon according to his wont, he was staggered
to perceive the schnorrer indulging in a, large plate of the same
delicacy. Accosting him, Mr S. said, " Are you the man to
whom I gave half a sovereign this morning ? " The schnornr,
with his mouth full, nodded. " Why then/' said Mr S., with
some heat, " do I find you here eating smoked salmon ? " The
schnorrer., swallowing rapidly, retorted, " Mr Silverstone, vill
you listen ? Ven I haf no money I can buy no smoked salmon.
Ven I haf money I must not buy smoked salmon. Vill you tell
me, Mr Silverstone, ven then shall I eat smoked salmon ? "
The old thing was full of good stories.
One was about a distinguished aurist, a notable bridge-fiend
who looks like a short-sighted walrus. One day in 1915 his
woman partner messed up a hand to such an extent that the
old man followed her about the room telling her how the hand
should have been played. A few days later the news arrived
of the death at the Front of the aurist's only son, with the result
that for some time he did not come to the club. When, some
weeks kter, he did turn up he was met by the lady who had
ruined the hand. She, full of sympathy, exclaimed, " My dear
Doctor F-----, I am so sorry. I am so very sorry ! " Whereat
the aurist, gazing vindictively at her, said, " That is all very well,
madam, but it's too late. Had you led the King of Spades and
followed it up with the Knave . . ."
Oct. 24         Golf at Littleharnpton on top of too much lunch.
Saturday.       A wheezy, grunting, asthmatic, pot-bellied round
which recalls all the nasty things Prince Hal said
to Falstaff about his stomach.   I hold my own with young